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MOTLEY NOTES BY 
BLACK CAT. 


THE 


OR goodness sake don’t begin to read Fun before 
—{ dinner. You can’t expect to see a joke when you are 
hungry. Give us a chance ! 
Also, [ hope for our sakes that you don’t suffer from the 
gout. 


The Toboggan Races at Davos should be a success The 
committee are making the ice run. 

The Hooligan deserves no pity. No man does whose 
actions are so entirely uninfluenced by his convictions. 

The French difficulty in Newfoundland arises from the 
fact that our colonists object to the introduction of a lobster 
clawse. 

There has been quite a rush of spring poets to welcome 
the new century. Even the Clerk of the Weather sent us a 
little rime. 


has Really these jokes belong to “the smart set.” I must be 
‘=~ more serious or somebody will take offence. 

I am grieved at the break up of old China. I never knock 
over the ornaments myself, and I wish my brother Bear 
would not be so clumsy. He might at any rate respect the 
pore-sclain. 

I can quite understand why the Chinese object to 
collective notes, especially from gas mongers. I myself dislike 
them for pursenal reasons, and I can assure the Empress that 
the rent in China is nothing to the rent at home. I am 

always cool when I am collected. 


Vou. LAXITITL] 
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[t is all very well for Mr. Conger to conclude that the 
(‘hinese have been taught a lesson. I suppose they dance the 
Conger-reel to the accompaniment of the loot. But if the 
lesson has been learnt, why should the teachers arrange for 
additional “terms?” Political economy is evidently in the 
curriculum, for the Powers cut off the Emperor's supplies just 
when they make the greatest demands. 


Never try to appreciate humour unless you are in a good 


humour. Kittens can’t laugh when they are being washed. 


London have been the mart for all the 
it was all cellars and 


How could old 
world? Recent excavations show that 


ho byres. 


The first lady barrister in Paris was called Madame Petit. 
Her costume was, of course, a Petit-coat. 


Lord Salisbury is finding out the flaws in the Anglo- 
German agreement. He should use a “long spoon” when he 
touches documents from Biilow. 


The Duke of Devonshire is cut out. Lord Hardwicke is 


also a sleeping partner. 
How’s this for a new century motto: “ Lloyd George for 
Little England?” Pray forgive if it’s been said before. 


[ confess it—I have been playing a practical joke on poor 
Dr. Nikola Tesla. His message from Mars read ONE, TWO, 
THREE—quite a Revelation, and in the Book of Numbers, 
too. But it was not an order for the first three numbers of 
Fun. All that was mere ‘ MoonsHINE,” In fact, it was not a 
message from Mars atall. 1 was lying by the fire-place in the 
doctor’s study. The footman came to put some coal on and 
stroked my fur ONCE, TWICE, THRICE—Electric waves 
wandered forth. The doctor was gazing at his decepto- 
graph and he started. “I must corellate my obsétvations,” 
he cried. But, honestly, I feel a bit mean, giving the show 
away like this. It was not a stroke of genius. It was strokes 
of a cat. 

And now, reader, gather yourself for a great effort. If you 
can survive the next paragraph you have no need to insure 
your life yet awhile. Here goes. at 
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“ARE THERE COLOURED ANGELS IN HEAVEN, GRANDPAPA ?” 

“Wiy, My Son?” 

‘BECAUSE THE PREACHER THIS MORNING SAID, ‘ ANGELS 
AND DARK ANGELS.’ ” 


I have been a busy cat lately trying to defend the 
Marquis of Dufferin and Ava from “rats.” He is an old 
friend of mine, for we both hail from Lreland, he from Ulster, 
| from Kilkenny, where the other cat used to live before we 
differed. | can hardly think Mr. Whitaker Wright when he 
vot Lord Dutfer-in, despite those kaleidoscopic “ Lake Views” 
Which arouse so much admiration among the yokels of 
(Jodalminyg. Ah ! ny lord, why did you ever Ava a share in 
writing Letters from the High Latitudes (or Platitudes) of 


this celestial Globe? Do you not recollect how small boys 
love to create a “corporation” by the unauthorised use of 
“bolsters!” Pity, indeed, that the art of finance should 


consist In concocting fine-answers for fine-anseres (anser being 
the Latin for a certain kind of fowl, gender only too common), 
You placed your peace of mind under what you deemed a safe 
Loch. Alas! others have “hammered ” it to pieces. Nothing 
remains now but to set a Seal on redestruction. 

“Thanks ! the sal volatile! Oh! yes, I shall be all right 
presently. I’m not quite used to it, that’s all. Don’t be 
alarmed. TI’ll stand it better next time.” 


A revolver is the only weapon that can negotiate a 
revolution in six shots. 


Chere “are plenty of grounds in the cup to support the 
contention that no Englishwoman can make coffee. 


So there are to be further additions to the Cabinet. Sir 


Kdward Grey and Sir Robert Reid are in attendance at the 


Hotel Cecil. I wonder which will be most Liberal in his 
epithets. Sir Edward always has been a champion at rackets, 
and no doubt his “services” to his late colleague will be 
warmly rendered. 

So there is hope for the War Office after all. The Auto- 
mobile Club has offered suitable motor-cars for the Officials to 
Excellent ! No more talk of incompetency ! 


experiment upon. alk ¢ { 
And plenty of vacancies in the Staff ! 


No more red tape ! 

Of course, I should be sorry if the casualties were fatal. 
It is true that death by disintegration is painless and inex- 
pensive, for there is nothing left to make a funeral out of. 
Still, all I want is that clerks, etc., should have an excuse to 


go on furlough. 

Yes, I believe in motor-cars. I don’t see why their speed 
should be reduced, especially near a Strand deepening. The 
quicker the things shoot by the better I am pleased. I can 
submit to an education in earthquakes if the lessons are short. 

ut save me from the standstill motor-car. Torn by inner 
convulsions, it must some time seek relief in explosion—a kind 
of final hiccup. The luckless owner pulls it apart with feverish 
haste, hoping to save the fittings. He dallies over the last 
screw. Something happens and the scenery looks nasty. 

Therefore, I love to hear a motor-car go somewhere else. 
It is just the vehicle for lovers who wish to die together. So 
private in its shroud of dust and steam. That last kiss—who 
can pry upon it? Those shouted confidences, who could over- 
hear them? Truly, a chariot of fire! 

However, cheer up! The flogging of those envoys proves 
we are in the right. I was inclined to be a pro-Boer before I 
read that. Why should not Mr. Stead, or Dr. Clark, or Mr. 
Courtney be despatched to make peace with De Wet? Come, 
come, conciliators, offer your services ! 

But enough of truculence. I really cannot help wishing 
that we British folk had not been under the necessity of 
driving a good sportsman like De Wet to such a desperate 
extremity. 

One cannot but admire the cheery optimism of that British 
officer—we suspect he was an Irishman—who, after a brush 
with the invading Boers, reported that he had succeeded in 
driving them south. 


The Boers still have a poor opinion of British marksman- 
ship. We hear that their casualties in the field appear officially 
under the heading “ Accidentally Shot.” 





EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor will be glad to receive Jor consideration sketches, 
besides literary contributions, in the shape of paragraphs, jokes 
suitable for illustration, and short verses. Contributors are specially 
requested to place their names and addresses on their MSS. and on 
the back of sketches. The Editor will not be responsihle for the 
return of artistic or ] iterary contributions which he may not be able to 
use, and the receipt of a proof must not be taken as evidence that an 
article is accepted. Publication in Fun alone will be recognised as 
acceptance. Where stamps are enclosed, the Editor will do his best to 
return those contributions which he does not require. 
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MORE QUOTATIONS FOR THE BIG ONES. 
THe LIBERAL PaRTY. 
“How in one house should many people under two 
commands hold amity ?”—King Lear. 
Lord Sauispury and Mr. T. W. RUSSELL. 
“That which combined us was most great, and let not 
a leaner action rend us.”—Antony and Cleopatra. 
Lord Hueu Cectt (left out of Government). 
“T could not do with all.”—The Merchant of Venice. 
Sir GEoRGE WHITE. 
“He dreamt the Boar had rased off his helm.” 
Richard 111. 


AUSTEN CHAMBERLAIN. 
“Tf by your art, my dearest father, you have put the wild 
waters in this roar, allay them.”—The Tempest. 
General PoLe-CAREw. 
“She loved me for the dangers I had passed, and I loved 
her that she did pity them. © This only is the witchcraft I 
have used.”—Othello. 
“ Journeyings end in lovers’ meeting 
Every wise man’s son doth know.”—T7'welfth Night. 
Polonius to St. JoHN BRODRICK 
“Find out the cause of this effect, 





Or rather say the cause 
of this defect, 

For this effect defective 
comes by cause.” 


— Hamlet. 

“Oh! reform it altogether.” 

— Hamlet. 

To the YEOMANRY in South 


Africa. 

“Masters, spread  your- 
selves.,.—A Midsummer 
Night's Dream. 


Lord WOLSELEY. 
“And right perfection 

wrongfully disgraced, 

And strength by limping 
sway disabled, 

And art made tongue-tied 
by authority, 

And folly (doctor-like) 
controlling skill, 
And simple truth, mis- 
called simplicity, 
And captive good 
attending captain ill, 

Tired with all these, from ; 
these I would be gone.” 
—Shakespeare Sonnet. 








THE Ministry of all the Aen ey 
Talents is not to be compared 
with the ministry of all the 
Cease-ills. 


—_ 


LonDON ASSURANCE—L.C.C. 


FUN AT THE ZOO. 

Ar the commencement of the new century Mr. Fun, 
with a characteristic love of animals, placed upon the free list 
all his furry, feathered, and scaly friends at Regent’s Park, at the 
same time begging their candid opinions upon his new venture. 

“Humour too dry for my whistle.”—OwL, 

“Sure to create roars of laughter.”—Lion House. 

“(Cireulation should advance by leaps and bounds.”’— 
KANGAROO. 

“Kindly strike name off free list ; prefer keep hump.”’— 
CAMEL. 

“Congratulations. Is toatally different from weak pre- 
decessors.”— WEASEL. 

“ Hope it will be a big frost.”—PoLaR BEAR, 

“Full of quaint conceits.”— PEACOCK, 

“Quite a bore constrictor.” SNAKE House. 

“Won't do ; no hogwash.”— WILD Boar. 

“Thanks. Got a good excuse for doing it now.”—HYENA. 

“ Much amewsed.”-—— POLE-CAT. 

“Wants weight.” —TorToIsE. 

“Takes the bun ; please give me a chance.”——-ELEPHANT. 

“Very snappy.”—Wotves’ DENs. 

“ Best thing out by a long stretch.”—GIRAFFE. 

“ Made us weep.” CROCODILE TANKS. 

‘Dam funny ; excuse shop.”— BEAVER. 

“Thanks ; prefer P—ch. No flies on Fun.”—Lizarp’s 
CAGES. 

“1 baa your pages.” —SHEEP. 
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A SOFT ANSWER. 


“WAITER, THIS STEAK’S VERY SMALL,’ 


) : ‘ ’ 
Policy. ‘Yessir, puT IPLL TAKE YOU A LONG TIME TO EAT IT.” 
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ground of three ladies in white, with 
gold crowns, cut off in the middle by g 
broad white stripe, and in the lower 
half of the shield a bull or “bullama. 
cow” was painted ramping along 
through some blue and white wavy 
lines, evidently meant for water. 
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A thrilling story of alventure ima hitherto unexplored land, 


mith an adecount of sone of the monderful and 


fearful mild fowl found there 


CHAPTER II. 
ARMORIAL WIGWAMS. 


sie Arima Meriddiqie COLVWYO, 


S we walked along together | asked my guide, the Cat-a- 


LL Mountain King-at-Arms many questions, and amongst 
4 other things he told me that the general name of the 


and that the gentlemen who were 
savages proper.” They struck me as 


tribe wa upporters, ” 
dressed in foliage were “ 
heing anything but proper, but [ made no comment, as I did 
not want to be struck with what they carried in their hands. 
The members of the tribe, | further learnt, were all connected 
with different totem shields, and for a “supporter” to be found 
leaning on a wrong shield was a serious offence, and anyone 
found culty of it Was cut by the rest of the tribe. The chief 
even darkly hinted that the offender might lose his arms as a 
punishment, 

After walking a considerable distance across what they 
called the “vert,” we came upon a hollow in which lay the 
camp, and T saw before me a large number of gaudily painted 
wigwams. 

Kach of these was formed apparently of four shields 
placed together, leaning inwards at the top and covered in 
draped with scalloped hangings of cloth. On the 
crowns of the helmets were parti coloured wreaths of some 
tnaterial, trom which projected the queerest assortment of 
things that can be imagined, 


hy helmets 


On the top of one wigwam a horse’s foreleg stuck up 
stiffly. Another was finished off with a stuffed cat, and as ] 
saw a pair of legs scantily clothed in tartan socks disappearing 
through an opening between the shields I assumed it to be 
the residence of a Scotsman. 

Other wigwams were ornamented with finials of stutfed 
cocks, choughs, herons, ete., or with the heads of all sorts of 
heasts and birds, wolves, boars, ostriches, swans, and dragons 

__ The sides of the houses had emblazoned on them—mostly 
either in black and white or the primary colours—what I took 
to be the different totems of the natives. And very. juaint some 
of them were. Animals in paralytic attitudes, or portions of 
them, figured largely, but one wigwam which stood rather apart 
from the rest, as if it were the residence of some important 
personage, bore on the upper part a representation on a black 





ALD GAME » HeRALpIA. 
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I asked my Cat-a-Mountain friend 
what was the meaning of _ these 
devices. 
= He looked at the shield and replied 
solemnly, as if he were reading out of 

a book : 
“Sable: a fesse argent, in chief three demi-ladies couped, 





proper——” | 
| interrupted him with the remark that demi-ladies who 


| had to be cut ought rather to be called “improper.” 

“Tt belongs to a Bishop,” he replied, in a tone of rebuke, 
“the Bishop of Oxford, for you may observe in base an ox of 
the last, horned and hoofed, or, passing a ford, barry wavy of 
four, azure and argent.” 

I could not for the life of me understand half he said, and 
what always puzzled me was that he constantly used the word 
or” without finishing the sentence. 

sut it is a way they have in Heraldia. 

The Cat-a-Mountain King-at-Arms presently left me to 
look round the camp, whilst he went away to arrange a wigwain 
for my special use, and by-and-by I came across the kindly old 
gentleman busy painting some devices on the front shield 
of a newly-erected hut. He had questioned me as we came 
along about my life and occupations in the distant land from 
which I had come, and I understood his reasons now, for the 
design he was busy at was a blue shield, on which were three 
black ink bottles, and on a broad gold band across the middle 
was a penholder and pen, which, of course, | was assured was 
“ proper.” 

When my wigwam was finished, and I had taken posses- 
sion, my host sent me food, and as long as I stayed with the 
natives of Heraldia I was fed bountifully. It was generally 
boar’s head, “couped” as they called it, and I got rather tired 
of it; but the fare was occasionally varied by fish, salmon, 
roach, barbel, herrings, and pike, which latter the natives 
called “ lucies.” 

One day I asked the savage proper who waited on me if he 
could get me a mullet. He looked surprised as he went away, 
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and presently he returned carrying 
a sort of five-fingered star-fish, 
but I found it quite hard and 
uneatable. 

A peculiar thing which | 
noticed about the fish was that 
when they were carried by their 
heads they were said to be 
“hauriant,” but when they were 
lying flat on a dish they were 
“ naiant.” 

So much for the character- 
istics of the natives of Heraldia. 
They were interesting and would have repaid a longer study, 
but I must pass on to describe some of the Wild Game of this 
country, the quest of which was the sole object of my adven- 





turous journey. 


(To be continued. ) 





THE CHINA CRIsIs! 
GreAT Britarn’s Back Up at Last! 
A STAND AGAINST Russia ! 


“The representative of Great Britain has expressed to the 
Russian representative the sincere hope that Russia will take 
no further advantage of her, and has given it to be clearly 
understood that if she does Great Britain will be forced to 
consider it exceedingly regrettable.” 


MORE MEN. 
Army Contractors are easy enough to find but what the 
growth of the Empire chiefly calls for is an Army Expander. 


INVISIBLE VESSELS. 

AT present the great Naval Powers vie with one another 
in keeping up big fleets, but if submarine ships become 
generally adopted it is obvious they will do their best to keep 
them down. 





THE GEE-GEE ARTILLERY. 

Two new batteries of Horse Artillery which have been 
formed are known as “ AA” and “ BB” Batteries respectively. 
“GG” would be a most appropriate name for a R.H.A. 
battery. 


Wat theatrical manager has a name suggestive of a 
petrol-driven motor-car /—Mr. D’Oyley Carte. 


Tue question of the hour.—Will the Cape keep out 
De Wet ? 
THOSE IN AUTHORITY. 


JOHN MORLEY. 


first became a little Englander in 1838. He at once 

adopted a policy of Expansion in every direction, 
erying out, in words which have since become immortal, “ for a 
good dinner, a free dinner, an unadulterated dinner, and then 
the bigger the better.” He was very set on the partition of 
Turkey, and his watchword was a peace at any price. He no 
doubt imbibed his Liberalism from the retired colonels who 
inhabit Cheltenham, where he was educated. As Chief 
Secretary for Ireland he was known as “ Balfour’s Maiden,’ 


owing to the mildness of his policy. He has got the reputation 
of being rather cantankerous, because he is always in one of 
the Oppositions, but he is probably the one man in whom 
Little Englandism is forgiven by its foes. “ Honest John” is 
a favourite. 
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NICE EVENING GAMES AS PLAYED AT B 


AA) “ar . ~ . a “ . : ’ 
Bobhe.—“THis 18 AN AWFULLY JoLLy GAME. ALL GENTLEMEN MUST STAND ON ONE SIDE oF THE J 
CHRISTIANS. WHEN I count THREE THE HEATHENS “J 
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AT B IRTHDAY PARTY.—I. Christians versus Heathens. 


DIES. MUST STAND ON THE OTHER SIDE. THE GENTLEMEN ARE HEATHENS AND THE LADIES ARE 


ge R 
7 PCHRISTIANITY. Now THEN—ONE! TWO!! THREE!!!” 


HENS «yy 














5 ben 2 # 
*) mit 
Te Lad 
a ye ae 
’ 3) Ce 2 lg 
; 
Me 
; » 
4 j 
cat 
hee 
» Ve a, 
‘ : 
Ret. 
say 
% ; 
4 
a i 
PF 
7 v4 
‘f 
uh 
: Lie! 
Pa 4, 
soe ae 
Pr oe 
* 
wi? i! o 
3] 
: s) 
- 
, co a sf 
7 tee ; 
J 
2 by ; 
Kee: 
boo @ 
i us rt 
‘ # i 
“4. BE. 
ty ‘ a 
: 
; c 
¥) t J 
: 
eet at 
vi 
M Sas , | 
: s. e. 
bi aI 
we 4 
Mee |) 
thts - di 1 
ares; ee : 
uh. ape 
ra ; 
me Py 
vu tiie 
( ” a : 

o oa a ; 
woe). ft 
au 
; 

: 

b 

; a 
ry 

| i 

; 

; | +4 
h 2 
. be | 
£i 

x4 
%. 
7 


HOW TO MAKE... 
A POEM. 


(Erplained for the henefit of would-he 


contributors. ) 


“How it is done?” With pleasure ! 
Take 
A seat. "Twill not detain you long, 
While I instruct you how to make 


A SOOTD LY, 


Imprimis : (‘hoose i subject meet 
‘Not quite so easy as it seems ! 
Tut, tut! Your poet scorns defeat, 


Nor dlreams 


That such a trifle makes the least 
Lota _ difference to him ; 
He'll charm you with a verbal feast, 


And skim 


So lightly through the cantos, that 
You'll quite forget his want of 
plot, 
And gaze in speechless wonder at 


A lot 


Qf mock heroies ; tales of love, 
Where trials sore, of course, ensue 

For both the lovers, just to prove 
Them true. 


Prof ssor., 
Student. 


FUN. 
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Item: A string of lofty rhymes ; 
A tag or two, if aptly set, ; 

Will win you laurels, many times, 
And whet 


Your reader’s appetite, and thrill 
His being to its inmost core 

With admiration for the skill, 
And lore 


Therein displayed. Item: A wit 
As polished as a jewel rare, 
Whose facets, in the sun, emit 
A glare 


To dazzle all beholders. Add 
Some platitudes—for sparing use— 
Or you will sure encounter sad 
Abuse. 


Item: A grain of common-sense ; 
Though not essential if you find 
The burden of its use immense. 


A mind 


So highly strung, and rarely wrought 
In poesy’s immortal flame, 

Will soar above such earthly thought, 
And aim 


To pierce the skies. No thanks ! Good- 
bye ! 
Your humble servant to command. 
Send me a copy when you try 


Your hand. 
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“CAN YOU NAME THE BONES OF THE SKULL? ” 





But I’vE Got THEM ALL IN MY HEAD.” 


MR. FUN EXPLAINS. 


A Hiex Colonial authority has com- 
municated to us his disappointment 
at the “Emigrant’s Guide to Canada” 
which appears in the first number of 
the new series. Apparently there is a 
feeling that the article in question con- 
siderably exceeds the usual limits of 
latitude and licence that are admitted 
to those who, like ourselves, seek to intro- 
duce a little humour into our prosaic 
surroundings, and the fear is expressed 
that our unblushing travesty of Cana- 
dian perils is likely to do injury to the 
oldest and in many respects the most 
attractive of our Imperial dominions. 
That so serious a view should be taken 
of our irresponsible piece of gentle 
foolery is a surprise to us, and also 
we think an unintentional compliment. 
Our idea was to furnish a solemn piece 
of absurdity—the absurdity to consist 
in the solemnity. Apparently, we have 
succeeded too well, for some at any rate 
of our Canadian friends see only the 
solemnity and none of the absurdity. 
But surely Canada, the richest and 
proudest glory of British colonisation, 
can well afford to laugh at such whim- 
sical tales as we endeavour to tell. A 
less prosperous land might reasonably 
object to jokes at the expense of its 
adversity, but we should never make 
such jokes, and our reply to the 
protest is, that no jest at Canada 
can be other than a compliment in 
disguise. 


A PETITION: 


Dear, what have I done to dis- 
please you, 
And why are you suddenly coy! 
No smallest intention to tease you, 
No hint that your sweetness 
could cloy 
Was mine—tell me how to 
appease you. 








In days that, I fear me, are 
ended, 
Our souls were a common affair, 
And each on the other depended, 
| We breathed an identical air, 
' Is the rift too pronounced to be 
mended ? 


I have tickled your throat with a 
| feather, : 
And probed your inside with a 
knife 
(Although I am diffident whether 
The mess will appeal to my wife), 


My pipe, can’t we pull more to- 
gether ? 





JANU 








Wi 


O 


whom we 
climate. 
the Britc 
means su 
suffering 
result of : 
the Anti. 
to be fir 
him. He 
He sugge 
suggestiv 
“Ver 
“Tor 
“St. 
“ Kas 


wind ?” 


The « 








S. 


com- 
Lment 
ada” 
er of 
> is a 
con- 
ts of 
itted 
ntro- 
‘osaic 
essed 
Jana- 
o the 
most 
10Nns, 
aken 
entle 
also 
nent, 
piece 
nsist 
have 
rate 
the 
dity. 

and 

tion, 

him- 

2 

ably 

f its 

lake 

the 

ada 

it in 


dis- 
oy ! 
rou, 


1e€s8s 


to 


ha 
h a 
ver 


e), 
to- 


5 hone 





tI/ 


Ah ul 


\ 


NY 


\ 
: 


\\ 


Ms 





Boatman (looking with earnestness at the name PSYCHE on yacht). 


HEARD TELL ON, 


WAY OF SPELLING FISH THAT I’VE 























WELL, THAT'S THE DURNED RUMMIEST 





A DYSPEPTIC’S DIARY. 


ordered me down to the seaside for 
change of air. Says it would be wise for me to 
winter in a mild climate. Do not doubt it. For 
whom would it not be wise? Trouble is—first catch your mild 
climate. Where is it? Continent of Europe is not friendly to 
the Briton. Other countries involve long sea travel, which 
means suffering. Doctor intimates that a little of this kind of 
suffering very good for me. Unfeeling brutes, doctors—it is 
result of the practice of vivisection. (Mem., to send a guinea to 
the Anti-Vivisection Society.) There are times when one has 
to be firm with one’s doctor. I emphatically disagree with 
him. He gives way at once, which proves that I was right. 
He suggests some mild place by the seaside. We try them, 
suggestively, all in turn. 
“ Ventnor ?”—“ On an island.” 
“Torquay ?”—“ Too relaxing.” 
“St. Leonards ?”—“ Have an aunt living there.” 
“ Eastgate ?”—“ Well—well. Does it not face the east 
wind ?” 


The doctor grows irritable. “Every place in England faces 


OCTOR has 


the east wind, or seems to, when it blows.” He takes his hat 
and goes. I am left to face the east wind alone. (Mean to 
keep him waiting when he sends in his account.) 

After all, no one amends the suggestion of Eastgate. It 
appears one must go somewhere. Change of air is everything. 
My doctor says so. All my friends say so. They seem quite 
willing, almost anxious, that I should go. It shall be Eastgate. 

Great beauty of Eastgate, as the natives say, for a winter 
quarter, is that the snow does not lie there. It is apparent 
however, that the snow does lie there, and the natives too, for 
on the morrow of my coming all is white with it—except, of 
course, the sea. That is a kind of greenish dirty grey, with a 
seagull wandering over it. After all, there are degrees of 
misery. I prefer my own fortune to the seagull’s. Spend 
most of morning looking at the seagull and the sea, and 
wondering why I have come. Also in swearing at my doctor. 
Tiresome stuff now. For ten minutes or so [ like it when it 
first comes down, it is amusing to watch the flakes flying so 
aimlessly ; but it is an amusement that palls. Beef steak for 
luncheon—of all things in the world — lodging-house beef 
steak! There is this to say, that the effort of mastication 
warms me for the first time to-day. 
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DINNER IN THE TROPICS. 


‘“FAVVER, MAY I HAVE THE WISH BONE?” 
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One of these days, when Mr. James Y. 
Barrie, Mr. Louis N. Parker or Captain 
| Basil Hood writes us a pantomime 
| worthy of the twentieth century it wil] 
be “you” or “thou” right through, 
“far” will not rhyme with “pa,” and 
the preposition “between” will govern 
the objective case. 
| When Mr. Arthur Bourchier revives 
| “Peril” at the Garrick Theatre we shal] 
all be very shocked, for this is a play 
with a plot! Our nerves will not stand 
it. Does Mr. Bourchier really think 
that we visit the theatre nowadays to 
be thrilled or excited? We, who go to 
the play smile languidly at inverted 
Rochefoucauld? In “ Peril” the hero 
occasionally does something brave and 
clever ; it is not the villain to whom all 
our sympathies will go out. 


To prove unmistakably Mr. Bour. 
chier’s offence, to show how far he is 
straying from the path of modem 
dramatic orthodoxy, a brief extract from 
a boiled down essence of most con- 
temporary “dramas” is appended here- 








THE DRAMAPHONE. 


HE innumerable suburban pantomimes, judging by 
samples, are all very nice and suburban. In most 
cases they bear the titles of well-known fairy stories, on 

the /uweus a non lucendo principle by which these matters are 
usually guided. “ Little Red Riding Hood” certainly wears a 
scarlet cloak, and there is a scarlet runner in “Jack and the 
Beanstalk” ; twelve o'clock generally strikes in ‘‘ Cinderella.” 
Having done so much, the author ceases to be reminiscent, and 
startles us by strikingly original divergencies from the old- 
time fairy stories, original divergencies which have become 
hallowed by tradition for many years dead and gone. 
Swallow-tail coats were apparently de rigueur in suburban 
fairy kingdoms whenever that licensed lachrymosity the 
“low comedian” felt so disposed. The L.C.C. were letters to 
conjure with when the fees gambolled. Alcoholic stimulant 
was a popular subject of jest when giants shook the earth. 
The princes of pantomime-land had a curiously universal 
penchant for golden hair and high-heeled shoes. Comic old 
women in these realms of “fantasy” (?) were all remarkable 
tor an angular masculinity of appearance most curiously 
coincidental, Grammar, the science of rhyme and rhythm 
appear to have been in a parlous state. 
Will you marry me, my darling ? 
I will e’er be true to thee, 
“Tween you and I there'll be no parting, 
I'll be a happy chappie, brave and free. 
You'll go and thou wilt ask papa, 
When we can be married, oh ! 
Think of me when I'm afar. 
We shall not have tarried, oh! 


That is how they talked in fairy time and fairyland, as 
reproduced for us in pantomime in the suburbs. 


under. In it will be remarked the 
epigram, the truth to Nature, the absence of theatrical heroics, 
which are the distinguishing traits of the successful plays of 
to-day. 

THe Hero: It is a bright day. 

Tur HEROINE: How can you say so? Why, the sun is shining. 
A November fog gives us the only bright days of the year. My 
eyes are always dazzled by them ; they have the brilliance of drab- 
coloured night-lights. 

THE Hero: You are always right, my dear; always right in 
your words, because your language is indefensible. 

THE HEROINE: How sweetly you put it. Ha! did you hear 
that moan beneath the window? Somebody is in trouble. Will you 
see if you can help him ? 

THE Hero: Sophia, how can you suggest it? Am I not the 
hero of this piece? Something exciting may be about to happen. 
Rather than that, the curtain must be rung down at once. 


Then the curtain hurriedly descends and we talk of the 
temperamental beauty, the ruthlessly truthful psychology of 
the masterpiece. 

The new Alhambra ballet is very bright and pretty. Itis 
called “The Gay City,” meaning Paris, and for that reason is 
largely made up of the lower form of Cockney humour. But 
nothwithstanding the fact that the principal song tell us howa 
strange lady stole the watch and chain of the singer, the beauty 
of the dresses and grouping charms and delights. Perhaps the 
chief artist concerned in the performance is the electriciat ; 
but even when his lamps are bluest there is nothing vulgar in 


his part of the entertainment, so we do not begrudge him his 
prominence. 





A CASUALTY REPORT. 


Hearing that snow had fallen, Dr. Fun made a 
examination and diagnosed considerable discoloration in places 
with serious dislocation of the traffic. 
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ALL 


Advertisements 


ON THIS PAGE 


ARE 


SPECIALLY DESIGNED 


BY 


Mr. Fun. 





They only . . 
APPEAR ONCE, | 


BEING 


VARIED EVERY WEEK. 


THEREFORE, 


They Should Never be Missed. 








The Proprietors of 


Pear’s Soap 


Won't be happy 


TILL YOU GET IT. 


It stabs like a dagger be- 
neath my fifth rib, 

The PICKWICK, the OWL, 
and the WAVERLY nib. 








The only Pens which will 


PIERCE AN ETON 
JACKET 


Without becoming 


CROSS-NIBBED. 


¢ ‘ Imitations lead to 


positions 


Transformed 
| into a Delight by the use of 


AACNIVEN’S 


AND 


CAMERON'S 


(EDINBURGH) 


PENS. 
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Dear Sir.—In the interests of poor fellow-creatures, 
I write to tell you 


THE STORY OF THE LAST SIX MONTHS. 


For days I had been 


UNABLE TO TAKE ANY SOLID FOOD, 


and my stomach was as enpty as my pocket. I seemed 
to have no flesh on my bones, and as I walked down the 
Strand my funny bone was exposed to the biting atmos- 
phere. It was there that I met a friend, who recom- 
mended me to try your pills. I had always been a 
sceptic hitherto, but asI had no money to pay to a 
doctor I decided that | would spend the few coppers 
my friend lent me in purchasing the pills as a last 
desperate resort. I ate one, and was so satisfied 
with the result that I sent the rest by post to an old 
aunt of mine. A week later I received a letter from her 


solicitor saying that her spirit had passed peacefully | 


away, and that she had left me in her will a fortune 
equal to 


FIVE THOUSAND POUNDS A YEAR. 


Through that single box of Mixem’s Yankee Pills I have 
not the slightest difficulty now in taking my food regularly, 
and all my friends congratulate me upon my escape from 


certain death, owing to lack of anything to digest. That | 
dose of Mixem’s Yankee Pills was worth thousands | 


and thousands of pounds to me and to my family, 
for I am no longer a burden but a blessing to all I mix 


with. 
I am, yours gratefully, 


———— 


OuT OF THE Jaws OF THE — 


GRAVE. 





——— 




















reader, 





Do you not think, 
that this letter 
carries its own 
message? You 
see how a poor 
sufferer obtain- 
ed relief simply 
through hisun- 
selfish action 
in giving away 
the Mixem’s 
Yankee Pills 
which he could 
so ill spare. 











Fiction. 


| of the age. 
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A STRANGE STORY. 


Mr. Fun has received the follow- 
ing letter :— 





DEAR Mr. Fun, 
My darling Mattie always 
means of 


uses some artificial 


encouraging natural curls, and 
newspaper were no good. As she 
puts it, doing up your hair in 
police reports were hardly what 
one might call respectable. When 
me and her were sitting in the arm- 
chair we used often to find we 
could not be ‘‘ as you was "’ when 
her pa or ma come in sudden 
Somehow her hair curler would 
But 


since she took to Hinde's, oh, we 


curl itself into my hair. 


has been so safe and happy! I 
holds as no matrimonial agency 
should accept girls as don't use 
Hinde's Hair Curlers. I've wrote 
Mr. Stead about it. 

Your's truly, 


Putney. L. OVER. 


ANNOUNCEMENT. 


Fun regrets that he is un- 








Mr 
able to admit an advertisement of 


COUNTRY LIFE 


or of 


NAVY AND ARMY 


ILLUSTRATED, 


| as these periodicals are nearly as 


well worth buying as Mr. Fun’s 
own Official Mr. Fun 
cannot but deprecate the lavish 
display of illustrations in these 


organ. 


rival publications, a sad mark, in 
his opinion, of the extravagance 
In order to make this 
Mr. Fun feels 
it necessary to state that CountTRY 


warning effective. 


LirE and Navy AND ArRmy are 
published at 
20, TAVISTOCK ST., STRAND, W.C 
AND BY 
GEORGE NEwNES, LTD., 
7-12, SOUTHAMPTON STREET, 
STRAND, W.C., 
AND cosT SIXPENCE. 





If you meet a man with a 


TEN POUND NOTE 


and he gives it to you, 
you are 


ENTITLED TO KEEP IT. 
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